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me back by the sleeve of my coat. -There was a
short pause. Lack of words. She broke the silence :
*lf What is your name ? " was all she asked.
1 When the taxi drove furiously to the office of the
Air France in the rue Lafayette, I noticed the word
"Securite* on the glass windows, I often wonder
what that meant, and how much poorer I would
have been had I clung on to that idea of safety
which orthodoxy had dinned into me. If ever there
was any doubt in my mind as to the course of my
life that short week-end in Paris has decided once
and for all that security is not for me, and it will
require a great deal of disillusionment to induce me
to forgo the thrill of an uncertain existence to
settle down in life in the midst of security.
Already at Oxford, which changes the ideals of
many young men, in my second year, I knew deep
down in my heart that I would never get through the
Civil Service. But it took a long time before I
found the courage to confess this to anyone. Too
long, in fact. Had I done it earlier, I would have
spared myself and my parents a great deal of
disappointment. I would certainly not have
smudged my career with the first blot, which was so
large that it spoilt an otherwise clean record. Now
all that is left is just the blot. I write now not to
excuse or acquit myself. It is of those who will
come after me that I am thinking, for I know that
mine is not an isolated case. The I.C.S. may be a